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SONGS, DUETS, &c. 


E 


IN 


HARVEST HOME. 


AIR I. n. 

"Wound, 1 here's ſuch a coil! I am none of 
your poor | 

Petty varlets, who flatter, and cringe, and peo: 
cure; 

I'm a Freeman, a Nabob, a King on his throne, 

For I've chattels, and goods, and ſtrong beer of 
my own: | 

Beſides tis a rule—that goed fellows ne'er fail | 

To let any thing wait, but the generous ale. 


II. 


My intereſt I love; thee I love too, good wife, 
But ſtill J love better a jovial life; | ( 
And for thee, or my lady, with duty devout, ES 1 
PII run to Old Nick, when the dobbin's drank out. . 
But tis always a rule—that good fellows ne'er 
4 a 1 

Ty let any thing wait, but the generous * | 
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PDRAMATIS KER SON. 


Glanville Mr. Mrapows. 
Trim - - Mr. CHAPMAN, 
Muzzy MI. Marrhzws. 


Pickle - - Young SesT1N1, 


( "9 000-0 


Cleora < Mrs. BANNISTER. 


Goody Muy - Mrs;EDwaRDs. 
"Una +. - Miſs GEORGE. 
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SONGS, DUETS, &c. 


. 


IN 


HAR VEST HOME. 


1 


& 13 -1. Muzzy. 

W. here's ſuch a coll! I am none of 
your poor 

Petty varlets, who flatter, and cringe, and pro- 
Cures - :-- | 

I'm a Freeman, a Nabob, a King on his throne, 

For I've chattels, and goods, and ſtrong beer of 
my own: 

Beſides 'tis a rule—that good fellows ne'er fail 

To let any thing wait, but the generous ale. 


II, 


My intereſt I love; thee I love too, good wife, 

But ſtill I love better a jovial life; 

Aad for thee, or my lady, with duty devout, 

I'll run toOld Nick, when the dobbin's drank out. 

But tis always a rule—that good fellows ne'er 
* . 

Ty let any thing wait, but the generous ate. 
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A 1 R II.— Glan. and Trim. 
| Glan. Sweet, oh ſweet the breeze of morning, 
| Paſſing o'er the new-blown roſe! 
"ww Where verdant bowers the meads adorn- 


ing, Sa 
Court ruſtic lovers to repoſe : 

The gay domain of gentle Flora, 
And all delights it can impart, 

Have not a ſweet like my Cleora, 
Deareſt flower of my, heart! 


11. 
Trim, Sweet, oh ſweet the humming liquor, 

Mantling inthe cryſtal glaſs! 

In which with roſy gills, the Vicar 
Chuckling toaſts his fav'rite laſs : 

Venus was a buxome huſſey, 

As Vulcan, Mars, and Jove can tell; 

And yet, why may not goody Muzzy, 
When one's ſharp-ſet, do as well? 
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; bl Glan. Pity from her I love, waking 


To plead my wiſhes do not fail. 
Trim. 
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Trim. See, with love and thirſt I'm choaking, 
Smile, and hand the mug of ale. 

Glan. T hus, while I'm to your heart 7 
__ appealing, oy 
Do not my tender ſuit deny. * 

Trim. "I Lam tir'd with kneeling, ) oth ; 
Therefore prithee now comply - e 85 f 
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A I R II. 


Unah, 


* 1 _ 
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Arrak Pat, did you leave your poor Unah to 
mourn? | 5 
Fait and troth, my dear jewel, 
Now was it not cruel ? 
Oh come back again, or you'll never return 
To chear me, when I'm broken-hearted. 
Straight forward I look when around me ſo gay, 
| I'd a pleaſure in toiling 
While Patrick was ſmiling, 
The ſun-ſhin'd, tho” *twas cloudy, the wht" we 
made hay, 
For den Pat and [ had not parted, 
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| 11. 


Each bird kl its ſinging may ſhut up its 
throat: 


I won't look at the thiſtle,” 
Where goldfinches whiſtle, 
For tho' they all ſhun me, I don't hear a note, 
How can I, while thus broken-hearted? 
The det may courant * the Kn friſk and 
Play, 
Lambs and kidlings be dancing, 
And ſkipping and prancing, 
For -tho* they're before me, they're all gone 
away, 


Since Patrick and Unah are parted. 
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1 1 8 2; IV.—Cleera, 


h | Round me throng each Sport and Pleaſure, 
| Ceres, bring thy golden treaſure, 

[| | Hours, that gay delight ſhall meaſure, 

Wo | © Sportive ſpread your flutt'ring wings! 


8 | The rural gambols lead up neatly ; 
. New begin in meaſure featly, 
5 See, they move while warbling ſweetly: 


= - Hark! the mellow blackbird ſings. 
| i O 2 
4 Hail 


O63 


| II, 


Hail joy of life that care diſarming 

Spirits cheering, boſoms warming, 

Contentment fair, that pleaſure charming, 
In her train ſo gayly brings. 


AIR V.—Glanville. 


When on Cleora's Form I gaze, © 
Surveying that exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
Till then unnotic'd charms ! praiſe, 
And thoſe 'till then prais'd—I adore. 
And while I look with fond ſurprize, 
And catch ſoft madneſs from my fair, 
I wiſh for Argus hundred eyes, | 
And wiſh to gaze for ever there. 


241. 


e 


But hea Cleora's voice I hear, 


And when ſhe ſtrikes the trembling ſtrin 25, 


I wiſh each eye was made an ear, 

To lift with angels while ſhe ſings! 
Thus while in rapture they rejoice, 

My ſenſes ſtill her empire own; 
And touch her, ſee her, hear her voice, 

All, all; confirm me her's alone, 


AIR 


(46 ) 


AIR VI.—Goody Muzzy. 


Dear me, I'm all-in a twitter to think on't. 
Fine doings, at my age, to have a gallant! 
I'm fixty, I think, or not far from the brink on't; 
A fine time of life a Spark's heart to enchant ! 
Set my mouth how I will, when he bows with a 
orace, e | : 

His fond wiſhes preſſes, and tells his diſtreſſes, 
I—ha! ha! ha!-—ſhall laugh full in his face. 


11. 

i His violent love, when my dry ſhrivel'd hand 
| He fumbles and mumbles, how can I withſtand? 

\ With aſthmatic lungs when he fetches a ſigh, 

| And grins in rheumaticks to make me comply, 

How can I at ſuch tender ecſtaſy ſcoff, 

That proteſts in an ague, and vows in a cough! 
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AIR VII——Muzzy and Trim. 


Muzzy. When Goody phys the devil or ſo, 

In midft of ſcolding, ftrife and tears, 
Off to the alehouſe ſtraight I go, 
Io drink my pint, and fave my ears. 
There, for the tuneful nightingale 

Do I exchange the ſcreech-owl's note, 
For as I drink the ſparkling ale, 

It, jug, jug, jug, goes down my throat. 


11. 

Trim, When Goody Muzzy's in a pour, 

And ſcolds, and ſtorms, and fleers and 

faunts, | 

Only to ſend her huſband our, 

That the may let in her gallants ; 
Then, John, in vain thy ale ſhall foam, 

And ſparkle in its cryſtal bounds, 
The nightingale's ſweet voice at home, 
Now, jug, jug, jug, in kiſſes ſounds, 


LY \ 


Still 


(8): 


CE IS". 


| Beth. Still let us put the drink about, 
Vexing's no ſervice, mon, odd's life! 
*T were time enough when that's drank out, 
To think upon a faithleſs wife. 
' Beſides, who yet the ſcreech-owl fears? 
We've 'twixt us ſtill the nightingale ; 
Goody—jus, jug, in kiſſes hears, 
And John hears jug, jug, jug, in ale. 


AIR vin. IN AL E. chorus. 


The ſultry noon cries, while they laſt, 
1 Seize on pleaſures, take repaſt; 

| | Fortune's fickle, 

1 And Fate's ſickle 

May ſurprize us in our prime, 

Death's the Harveſt Home of Time. 


Cleo. Fair ones, bleſt with charms and truth, 
| | Profit of them in your youth. 
1 In that ſeaſon, 
Follow reaſon, 
LK And of pleaſure take your part ; 
| Love's the Harveſt of the heart. 
Chorus, The ſultry, &c. 


Glan. 


ts J 


Glan. Young men, who all in women find 
That's young, and beautiful, and kind, 
Never grieve em, * 
Vex or leave em, | 2 
But treat em gently, nobly, kind, 
Truth's the Harveſt of the mind. 
Chorus, The ſultry, &c. 


* . 
N 2 N 
— 5 — \ 
— 1 a = — - 


— JN. — 
-*. — 


* 
— 4 2 r 
* 


End of FIRST ACT. 
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Al R IX. — Cleora. 


wu 


Away, pale fear and ghaſtly terror! 
Fly, at a parent's voice away ! 
Correcting every youthful error, 
She deigns to bid, and I obey. 
And oh, my heart! thou murmur'ſt treaſon, 
Perturb'd and frighten'd thus, to move; 
This ſacrifice I make to reaſon, 
Lie ſtill, poor flutt'rer, and approve! 


* 
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A IR X. Picdie. 


The firſt word I liſped, I'm told, was love, 
High down derry, 
Ho down derry, 
Let's be merry 
In the hawthorn grove; 
For there in the buſhes, 
Ihe blackbirds and thruſhes, 
Teach you, if you're not a fool, 
To ſtudy in Love's charming ſchool, 
II, 
At five years I went in a barn to play 
High down derry, 
Ho down derry, 
- Let's be merry 
Amongſt the Hay : 
For there Ralph and Dolly, 
Bumpkin and Molly, 


Taught me, or I'd been a fool, 
To ſtudy in Love's charming ſchoo . 


c 2 AIR 
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AIR XI. Hab. 


As Dermot toil'd one ſummer's day, 
-Young Shelah as ſhe ſat beſide him, 
\ Fairly ſtole his pipe away; 
Oh! den to hear how ſhe'd deride him, 
Where, poor Dermot, is it gone, 
Your lily lily loodle? | 
They've left you nothing but the drone, 
And that's yourſelf, you noodle. 
Beam bum boodle loodle loodle, 
Beam bum boodle loodle loo ; 
Poor Dermot's pipe is loſt and gone, 
And what will the poor devil da? 


IT, 

Fait now I am undone, and more, 

Cried Dermot- Ah! will you be ealy ? 
Did you not ſteal my heart before? 

Is it you'd have a man run crazy? 
I've nothing left me now to moan, 

My lily lily loodle 
That us'd to cheer me ſo is gone, 

Ah Dermot, thou'rt a noodle. 

Beam bum boodle loadle loo, 

My heart and pipe, and peace are gon., 

What next will cruel Shelah do? 


Then 


( 13 ) v 


* 


Then Shelah hearing Dermot vex, 
Cried fait 'twas little Cupid mov'd me 
You fool to ſteal it out of tricks 
Only to ſee how much you lov'd me. 
Come cheer thee, Dermot, never moan, 
But take your lily loodle, 

And for the heart of you that's gone, 
You ſhall have mine, you noodle, _ 
Beam bum boodle loodle loodle, 

Beam bum boodle loodle loo, 
Shelah's to church with Dermot gone, 
And for the reſt---what's that to you ? 


AIR 
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{ 14 ) 
AIR XII.—Muzzey. 


Women, to blefs the men deſign'd, 

Are always prudent, good and kind, 

Always fair and always young : 

Tis true a woman has a tongue; 

But then, the ill to counterpoiſe, 

It never makes the ſmalleſt noiſe, 

Rants, roars, or any ſcandal tells, 
Or with abuſe at random runs 
Or rangling, | 

| Jangling, 
The ear ftuns, 

Ringing a peal like pariſh bells. 


11. 


If maids, they all with patience wait, 
Nor envy aught the marriage ſtate; 
If wives, ſtili faithful to his bed, 
They never wiſh the huſband dead; 
Ik v-1dows, they ſhed tears like rain, 
And nce'er were known to wed again: 
For, Sirs, in this and all things elfe 
Charming woman's never wrong; 
Nor wrangling, 

Jangling, 

Wags her tongue, 

Ringing a bel like eie bells. 


AIR 


( 5 


A I R. XIII. Unab. 


Tho' I am humble, mean and poor, 
Yet faith am I diſarning 3 
And one may ſee the ſun ſhine ſure 
Without the help of larning. 
This little maxim, for my ſake, 
I pray you be believing, ' 
The trueſt pleaſures that we take 
Are thoſe that we are giving, 


II. 


Is there a wretch with all his pelf 
So poor as a rich miſer ? 
Sure does not he defraud himſelf ? 
No maxim can be wiſer. | 
He who is bleſt for his own ſake, 
Fait is himſelf deceiving ; 
The trueſt pleaſures that we take, 
Are thoſe that we are giving. 


AIR 


to) 


AIR XIV.--FIN ALE.--Cleora, and Unah. Glan, 


Cleo. Who ſocial pleaſures love to ſhare, 
Where riſe nor hall nor coſtly dome, 
"Far ffom the meagre train-of care, 
Come ſmiling to love's Harveſt Home 
Chorus, Who JORGE &c. 


nab. Oh I'll be merry, never fear, 
Altho' I'm ſad at heart---but come, 
Who knows that we ſhan't ſee next year 
Our * here at Harveſt Home? 
Chorus, 


Glan, Wien chaplets crown'd and garlands 


| twin 'd, 

Light; ſportive, airy, frolickſome, 
Thus good and happy may we find 
Elyſium in love's Harveſt Home. 

| Chorus. 
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